Above her door in myriad-coloured posies

I bound fresh flowers, watered with my tears,
these tears, that are the fruit which love discloses

between half-breathed sighs and unbreathed fears.
And binding them I whispered, " Fall not, roses !

until upon the morrow she appears,
but when she comes then fall so, where she goes is

cool with my falling sorrow at her ears.
I will return, but if in dream the night,

eater of my heart, in sweet delirium
yields to my arms the phantom of delight,

Til hug my ghost of joy and will not come/'
Lady, how full of death that life must seem,
whose only consolation is a dream.
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